11 o Did I remember the Passage Jouffroy in Paris? What did
I think of St. Jean Perse? Or "Nadja" of Breton? Had
I been to Knossus yet? I ought to stay a few weeks at
least—he would take me over the island from one end
to another. He was a very hale and hearty fellow and
when he understood that I liked to eat and drink he
beamed most approvingly. He regretted sincerely that
he was not free for the evening, but hoped to see me the
following day} he wanted to introduce me to the little
circle of literati in Herakleion. He was excited by the
fact that I came from America and begged me to tell him
something about New York which I found it almost im-
possible to do because I had long ceased to identify myself
with that odious city.
I went back to the hotel for a nap. There were three
beds in the room, all of them very comfortable. I read
carefully the sign warning the clients to refrain from
tipping the employees. The room cost only about seven-
teen cents a night and I became involved willy-nilly in a
f ruitless speculation as to how many drachmas one would'
give as a tip if one could tip. There were only three or
four clients in the hotel. Walking through the wide cor-
. ridors looking for the W. C. I met the maid, an angelic
sort of spinster with straw hair and watery blue eyes who
reminded me vividly of the Swedenborgian caretaker of
the Maison Balzac in P,assy. She was bringing me a glass
of water on a tray made of lead, zinc and tin. I undressed
and as I was pulling in the blinds I observed two men a!nd
a stenographer gazing at me from the window of some
outlandish commercial house across the way. It seemed
unreal, this transaction of abstract business in a place like
Herakleion. The typewriter looked surrealistic and the
men with sleeves rolled up as in commercial houses every-
where appeared fantastically like the freaks of the West-
ern world who move grain and corn and wheat around in

